the suburban villa in which the brothers Barnabas made their
famous attempt to persuade our political leaders in the first years
after the war to discard their obsolete party programs and raise
the slogan of Back to Methuselah.
Conrad Barnabas the biologist is in the library waiting for his
brother Franklyn. Franklyn comes in presently looking worried and
irritated. The conversation proceeds as follows.
CONRAD. Anything wrong?
FRANKLYN. As usual.
CONRAD. Clara broken out again?
FRANKLYN. She left the house on Saturday saying that she
would live with me no longer. My worthy brother-in-law wants
to see me about her.
CONRAD. What! Immenso Champernoon! Dont say he's
coming here.
FRANKLYN. He IS.
CONRAD. Oh, Lord!
FRANKLYN. Perhaps if you start a discussion with him he may
forget to talk about Clara. I really cannot stand any more of it.
I have been a very good husband to her for twenty years, as
husbands go; and now I sometimes regret that we did not separ-
ate at our first quarrel.
CONRAD. Well, Clara has been a fairly good wife to you, as
wives go. She keeps the house very well*
FRANKLYN. A well-kept house is an excellent thing as far as it
goes. But it is not an indispensable condition of life to me. Con-
stitutionally I am an untidy irregular man. We all are, we Baraa-
bases. You are.
CONRAD. But I knew better than to marry. You knew what
you were doing, you know.
FRANKLYN. I dont think anyone knows quite what he is doing
when he marries.
CONRAD. Widowers do. And they marry.
FRANKLYN. It suits them, perhaps. Besides, a married man
forms married habits and becomes dependent on marriage, just
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